They had gone to the stone quarries, in the labyrinths of
which were hiding those who had taken part in the cruelly
suppressed revolt against the Whiteguar dm asters of the town.

Under the protection of Denikin's bayonets, the lessons
at school had to go on as if nothing had happened, according
to a curriculum that had been sanctioned many years ago by
a tsarist Minister for Education who had gone long ago. We
did not obediently submit to this. It was not easy to go
through these lessons, which we thoroughly detested. Paper
arrows kept flying from the back desks. Or somebody would
get up during the Bible lesson and with an innocent air ask:

"Your reverence, is.it true that man came from monkeys?"

It was at that time that we first saw Darwin's books,
in tattered, cardboard covers. They were smuggled into
school by one of our schoolmates whose father was a doctor.
They were classed as prohibited literature. The natural
history teacher never even mentioned the existence of such
books. A handsome fellow in pince-nez, the idol of all the
lady teachers in the town, his chief interest was his silky
moustaches, silk ties and his easy victories among the fair
sex, but he was not well up in natural science and sincerely
believed that the octopus was closely related to the medusae
and oarals.

Nevertheless, the Bible studies teacher hated him, hated
him as one who was trying to take the bread out of his mouth.
This enmity was the talk of the town.

A short man, his clothes always besprinkled with snuff,
our Bible studies teacher was burdened with a large family.
In his myopic eyes, the universe always seemed to be paint-
ed in black colours. Care had lent him almost biblical pathos.
We schoolboys, quick to find apt nicknames, called him Sauce-
pah, for his dented and greasy bowler hat did indeed look
like a saucepan.
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